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° A TICKLISH JOB. 

« That football is a charming pastime no one can possibly deny. The ‘ Friv.’ girls, who have recently formed themselves into a Ladies’ Football Club, are 
enraptured with the game, and profess their ability to knock corners off any team composed of men male thinys in the United Kingdom. Poor Pa, who has been 
pressed into their ranks as referee, is not quite so enthusiastic over the yame: probably this is to be accounted for by the fact that his ruling is not always in 
uccord with the yirls’ wishes. In time, doubtless, Dad will yet used lo his new vocation. At present he finds refereeing anything but an enviable task.”’—'Tuorsie. 


“SHE’S A RUM 'UN, IS NATUR’!” A FAMOUS FORGERY. 
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THIS strange case, in its time, caused great excitement in 
all classes of society. 

On March 10th, 1775, Mr. Robert Perreau, an apothecary 
of Golden Square, called on Mr. Drummond, the banker, 
and said that he had purchased an estate in Norfolk, for 
which he was to give £12,000, but that he had not suficient 
cash to pay the whole purchase money, He, however, had 
« bond, that Mr. Adair, a great government contractor, 
had given to his brother, Daniel Perreau, for £7,500, upon 
which he desired to raise the sim of £5000, out of which he 
was willing to pay £1,400 that he had already borrowed 
from the Drummonds, 

Mr. Drummond stared hard at the signature to the bond, 
ond asked if Mr. Perrestchad seen Mr. Adair sign it. Mr. 
Perreau replied that he had not, on which Mr. Drummond 
said he could not act in the matter without the sanction of 
his partner, but asked Mr. Perreau to leave the bound with 
him and call next day. This he did without hesitation, but 
scarcely had he taken his departure when the Secretary of 
the Admiralty happened to call, and his opinion of the 
genuineness of the signature demanded. Compared with 
those to several letters recently received from Mr, Adair it 
Was pronounced to be a forzery, 


We know a man of intense feeling, of found bumanity, whose heart positively And towards the end of a heavy dinner he will remark, with much feeling, to his Than Pa ue A i eae Paes 
bleeds at the sight of waut, Wicichninns cud hunger—and who yet, by fais fatal butler, “ It’s a terrible thing, is hunger, Jenkins ; aml yet there are actually people y ge ! sear cain oD a yee hie day . Mr. Deumsrorit 
mischauce, appears duomed to continually forget to bring his purse out with who can witness it without emotion! Thank heavens, my nature is not of that told him that he imagined he had) been dinposed on, ane 
im, irreligious type! Look lively with that fresh bottle. Jenkins 1!" begged that, to remove all doubt, he would go with him to 
- 
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Mr. Adair, and get that gentleman to acknowledge the validity of 
the bond on which the money would be advanced. This was 
readily agreed to, but on Mr. Adair seeing the document he at once 
declared that the signature was not his. Perreau smiled incredu- 
lously and said that he jested. but Adair replied that it was no 
jesting matter, Perreau then asked for the bond to be returned to 
him that he might make inquiries, but this was refused,and persons 
having been employed to watch him it was found that immediately 
on his arrival at his house he and his brother and a Mra, Rudd, 
who passed as Daniel Perreau’s wife, got into a coach, carrying 
with them all the valuables they could lay hands on,evidently with 
the intention of making their : 

They, however, were tal 
Street, Subsequently other c! 


‘ustody, and charged at Bow 

arges were brought against them, 
and it was proved that by various forgeries they already 
obtai hine or ten thonsand pounds, Mrs, Rudd was then 
acmitted as evidence for the Crown, The Perreaus, who were twin 
brothers, bearing a remarkable personal. resemblance to one 
another, had, up to the time of their arrest, borne a high character 
for honesty among a numerous acquaintance, and when both 
brothers had been found guilty and condemned to death a petition 
was made for mercy to the King, signed by seventy-eight bankers 
and merchants of London, but without success, 

The juries trying the two prisoners, without hesitation returned 
averdict of guilty; but at the time a great: prejudice existed on 
account of the inimorality of her past life against Mra. Rudd, who, 
in a pamphlet of the period, is spoken of as “the worthless and 
protligate wretch.” mes 

That it was she who forged the signatures to the bonds she 
herself admitted : on one occasion saying. she had been persuaded 
to do so, and on another that she had done so under intimidation, 
The brothers tried to throw all the blame on her, pretending she 
had deceived them by saying Adair was her father and that he had 
given her the bonds; but according to the evidence there can be 
no doubt of their guilt, She also was put on her trial, but as she 
had already been admitted an evidence for the Crown she was 
nequitted, “On the day of the excention,” we read, “the brothers 
were favoured with a mourning coach, in which to be conveyed to 
the scaffold; and their conduct throughout was of the most 
exempliry description, After the customary devotions were 
concluded they joined hands, and joining the four together, in that 
manner were launched into eternity. They had not hanged more 
than half 2 minute when their hands dropped asunder, and they 
appeared to die without pain. The bodies were carried from the 
house of Robert in Golden Square, and after the usual solemnities, 


deposited in the family vault in St. Martin’s Church, A mob o} 
thirty thousand attended the execution and burial.” 
J * * a 


* * 
No news of Alexandry. 
(Next week, “ A Stockjobbing Fraud.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

= 

TEN hes fiparps wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrclope large enough to containthe 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Braro, HARRY, that's the style: Never waste the midnight oil, 
ALBERT doca not need to fear, TROTTER don't at old age jeere 
SAUCY wants to raise a laugh, But A. SLOPER don't like chaf), 
Now it, Tinniss, don't act riled, Been nove you're but a child. 
Jock, your poetry's rather weak, Don't be cheeky, HorRid 
anes OLD CURMUDGEON, try a pill, Pains and aches it's sure 

o kiil, 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 
* Kurwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: rn 
3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or T.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Shore Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all: Kiosques anc Bovksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE, 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid ta the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall ay i age to meet 
with his or-her death inva Laitiway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of © ALLY SLOPER'S Haur- 
Houmpay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout. the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, cepiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_>_— 


ScENE—Old English Mansion, 

Thouacheeper (showing over party of visitors), This is the room 
where the fourth Earl was murdered, 

Yankee, Haven't you got any of the bloodstains around ? 

Housekceper, No, siv; they've been long washed away. 

Yankee. Then all [ can say is I call it an insult to the intelli- 
gence of a free-born American, to expect him to believe the yarn 
without proper evidence. Gimme the Tower of London, that’s all, 
that’s the place for gore. “7° 


Gossip is what you say about other people; scandal is what 
other people say about you. oe 
* 


WHEN William Tell, with aim so true, 
The celebrated apple hit 

On filial head, the fruit in two 
Precisely equal halves was split. 


And then the son of Tell begun 
To blare and bellow like a calf, 
To think he could not palm upon 
His little brother THE LESSER HALF! 
ss 


2 

A Pal of the Prisoner's, What sentence do you expect, Bill--a 
stretch? 

The Prisoner, Well, you see, it’s like this—it all depends upon 
what comes out in the evidence. If it’s only what I want, I shall 
be discharged without a stain upon my character ; if it’s what the 
prosecuting lawyer wants I shall get six months, but if the whole 
truth comes out, why I'll get seven years sure. 

ss 


s 
Flurried Customer. Now, be careful those eggs are not under- 
done—give ‘em a full three minutes and a half, do you hear? 
Waitress, Yes, sir. (Starts off.) aes 
Flurried Customer. And look here, if I'm kept waiting longer 
than a minute, I shall have to go without, 
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ALLY SLOPER’S, HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 5€7, -The “Star of the Dall. t" Costume. 


“Them Browns has bolted withon? 
payin’ this bill! Begorra! if 'd knowedl 
they was poin’ to bolt, Md ‘a’ charged ‘em 
@ penuy a pound mores” 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No, 47.—-Gay. 


al A CO He 


First Actress. I've just scen Mabel. She's awfully nervous: says she hardly 


knows a word of her part. 


Secund Actress, That won't make much difference, The andicnce never hear 


her even when she’s letter perfect, 


A PRESENT FOR 
“We get valuable fur from the seal. 
What else do we get?” “Sealing wax.” 


aQr 


very day !" 


“ Dy gad! I'll alter m 


nY/ 


UNCLE. 
y will this 


[ Saturday, March 9, 1595, 


Overheard at the Red Lion, 
Tandlord (to Tramp, who has come in on the off chance), You 
look as though you wanted a drink. - 
eae 3 1 do that, guv'nor ; I want it bad. 
Landlord, Uf you want it bad you'd better go over to the Blue 
Pig, Laiu’t got nothing bad in the house, re 


s 
First Dear Little Thing, Why, what's the matter, dear, you 
don't look well to-night? i 
Sceond Dear Little Thing. No, love; my teeth are achi:;. 
dreadfully. > 
Kirst Dear Little Thing. Your teeth, how sad; 1 suppose yuu 
have been leaving them about in a draught. cs 
[And another sect girl friendship was blighted for ever, 


s 

Jack Frost sate high on a cloudlet’s brim, 

And all the earth lay under him ; 

And in his resolution grim 

The scoundrel never faltered. 

Then down to earth Jack Frost did dive, 

And, sneering, said : “ I'll so contrive 

That'the calendar in Ninety-Five 

Shall by my freaks be altered!" 
And a signal success in his aim had he, 
Tor the MARCH of Jack Frost was in Februaree ! 
= 
Snipper, What's become of Tompkins? 
Snapper. He's ill—been lying in for last fortnight. 
Snipper. Poor fellow! By-the-by, old man, do you know the 
ditterence between old Tompkins and yourself } 
Snapper. Give it up. 
Snipper, Why, Tompkins lies in bed, but you lie everywhere. 
Snapper (after a brief but energetic struggle and rally), Aud 
you lie in the gutter—the best place for you. 


. 
Mistress (entering kitchen), What an awful state of confusion ; 
why there isn't a thing fit to use, 
Cook, No, mm, Miss Clara has been down here practising some 
of the Simple Recipes she's learnt at the Cooking School. 


s 
Ir has been said that one-half the world doesn't know how the 
other half lives, This is not the case in the suburbs, however, 
There one half the inhabitants know far better how the other half 
lives than the other half do themselves. 


s 
Jlinks, You look fagged—been working hard? 
Jinks, Never worked harder in my life. / 
Jlinks. How's that? 
Jinks, Trying to convince the missus her last year's spring 
costume Was as g as new, *,° 


Master (with decanter), H'm, you're not averse to a glass of 
good wine, Mrs. Jones? 
I ove heer (eagerly). Oh, no, sir, thank you; I— (arp: 
erward), 
Maater. Just so; then, perhaps it will be better for me to keep 
the key of the wine cellar. “* 
s 


Miss MELopy's sweetheart has frequently say'’d 
That his joy can all pleasures eclipse, 

On those loverly walks in the shade of the glade, 
When he handles her tine tinger-tips. 


But her sweetheart tells fibs, At the restaurant where 
Her absinthian comfort she sips— 

Oh, the waiting-man there has a pleasure more rare 

When he handles her line finger-T1Ps! 


s 

Mrs. Pantalettca, A woman's mission in this world is to suffer, 
Yes, | repeat it—suffer, suffer, suffer. No matter how you tike 
he maid or matron, worker or wife—in every way she has tv 
sulter, 

The Brute, Pardon me, madam, but I know of one way in which 
a& wonmn never suffers, 

Mrs, Pantalettes. And what is that, pray? 

The Brute. In silence. *\° 


‘riend (quictly taking cognizance of Penhecker’s scars). Have 
you ever been struck by lightning, old man ? 
Penkecker. No, but I've been married over twenty years. 


= 
THE play had been a rank failure, and the poor young actor- 
manager was bemoaning his misfortune to a sympathetic friend. 
who, however, had not witnessed the piece. “And what were 
you,” asked the latter, after a time—“the hero or the villain!” 
* Neither,” said the other, sadly 3 zB I was the victim.” 


s 
Returned Wanderer. Ah! I've met few faces I know; let’s see, 
is old Bill Smith still living about here ? 
Inhabditant. Bill Smith? Bill Smith? Oh, yes ; but he’s made 
his pile since you've been away, and he's Guilliame Smythe, 
Esquire, now, os 


s 
Leon, Ah! my friend, I think I should make an end of myself if 
Miss Specie threw me over. Iam so very deeply — 
Alphonze. In love? 
Leon, In debt. *° 


Fond Mother (who is showing off her only son), What shall we 
make you, Tommy—a soldier or a judge? 

Tornimy (eho has been waiting a quarter of an hour for his 
supper). Make me my bwead an’ milk, muvver, I'm hungry. 


- F . * 
Young Dives, What peculiar appearance that man’s hat pre- 
rented, It looked as if it were—er—er—greasy all over. 
His Tutor, Yes; when a man’s hat gets like that, it is generally 
a sign that he considers himself too clever to do any hard work. 
ss 


s 

“GEORGE, is my hat on—.” Sweet and low 
Came Lizzic'’s words to her loving beau, 
And George rejoined with, “ Ha-ha! ho-ho!” 

And he laughed with a laugh elate. 
And now—poor fellow !—his darling Liz. 
Has taken the huff, and will ne'er be his, 
Because he replied, “ Why, of courée it is!!!” 

Ere she'd finished the question with—“ straight?” 

ss 


s 
Overheard at the Tobacconist's. ; 
“Jack's very queer. Think it would hurt him if I gave him 
some of these cigars?” 
“Why, yes, of course. Don't you know they're man-ill-as? 
se 


s 
ONE never really realizes the pace at which a tram car moves 
until one has run half milein pursuit of it along a muddy row, 
and then discovered it doesn’t go where you want to. 
ss 


The Masher. Don't you get wild with those idiots who come 
and waste your time and talk nonsense to you? 
Pretty Barmaid, Yes, indeed! Why do you do it? 


How TO SAWE MONEY. 


READ 
WARHAWKS; 
Cr, the Mysteries of the City, 
And learn the tricks of Fraudulent Advertisers and Bogus Companic3. 
Now Appearing Weekly in 


LAR ES! 


ONS HALFPENNY. 


Saturday, March 9, 1895.} 


TOOTSIE AT THE “MET.,” 
AND ON HER WAY THERE, 


— 


Tu18 awful weather (I write on the 23rd February, Anno Domini 
One thousand, eight hundred and ninety-five) seems to show some 
signs of being a little less awful. 

I always religiously study the 
“Weather Observations” in my 
favourite morning paper, though 
without, I candidly confess, par- 
ticularly understanding the in- 
most inner meaning of that 
mysterious wormlike creature that 
wriggles across the gridiron 
from the O.P. to the P.S. side. 
Mowever, perhaps, dears, you do, 
and it is always a kind of comfort 
to me to know what sort of 
passages the unfortunates are 
getting from Dover to “Cally,” 
und whether they are being 
blown off their feet on the Front 
at Brighton passing by Ship 
Street, or in the front of the Gran 
—two ee windy bits it is 
delightful to look out upon from 
the window of a cosy well-warmed 


m. 

But the awful weather we have 
been having! What injury it 
must have done to theatres and 
music-halls, and what bad times 
those poor pros, whose means did 
not run to “cabbing it,” must 
have had getting home to the 
faraway, frozen-up suburbs— 
Merrie Islington, Chirpy Camden 
Town, Battersea, or Hercules 
Buildings. An actress the other 
day suggested the establishment 
of private ‘buses for the theatres, 
fare oneshilling. There is certainly 
something in the notion, but the use of the "buses regularly would 
have somehow to be provided for, and pirate "buses warned off. 

Once on a time, my old friend, the k Snook, tells me, there 
was a "bus (they called it “the last boat”) that started from 
Leicester Square for Putney, carrying, as a rule, “pros” only, 
which it dropped in Brompton, Walham Green. Parson's Green, 
and 20 on, } e Dook, an open-hearted, free list patron of the 
Thespian and Terpsichorean arts frequent! the “knife- 
board,” as it was then called, in the era pi ing the garden-chair 
arrangement, and at the “half-way house” Sieplayes exceeding 
alfability drinking, indeed, without pride, at anybody's expense— 
even with the merest beginners. 

Later on, when shifting Snook Castle from Goose Green, Fulham, 
to Chevalier Cot! , Old Kent Road, ‘twas his wont to catch a 
Waterloo ‘bus at the Strand end of Waterloo Bridge and travel on 
itus near homewards as it : 
would take him. This “last 
boat” was almost invariably 
tightly packed by ladies 
from the Alhambra ballet, 
the Dook Snook frequently 
being the only male man 
thing admitted. In this 
‘busful Bower of Beauty, it 
may be, he fancied (hoped. 
perchance) to have gleaned 
some froliczome details re- 
specting the “Canteen.” 

tut the good ladies with 
whom he travelled, for the 
most part persons matured 
and even were more 
prone to talk of their domes- 
tic cares and troubles, It 
was of their “good man’s” 
persistent ill-luck in finding 
work to do, except in cases 
where “My dear, my John 
couldn't have put up with 
that, now could he?” It was - 
of washing day with its 
wear and tear, and on Satur- 
day night it was of Sunday's 
dinner. “Roast pork, dear, 
did you say? Well, that é« 


strange. I'm going to have 
roast pork too!” “And 
me!!’ “And me!!!” 


“Anyone for the Buildings?" 
here broke in the con- 
ductor, who volunteered the information that his missus had asked 
him if he, too, would like pork, and that he had replied that he 
would, and bade her be sure and ree there was “lots o' cracklin.” 

How I do get gossiping about one thing and another, and now 
it is time to come forth from my cotton-wool and order my 
brougham (pronounced broom, my dears, by everybody but School 
Board people, who may not one) and start for the “ Mer.” 

The Metropolitan Music-hall, 0 ably conducted by Mr. Henri 
Gros, its proprietor, managing partner of the firm of Henri Gros 
and Co., of Mark Lane, a Leadon representative of the great 
champagne house of Han and Co., Rheims, and most eloquent of 
chairmen—the Metropolitan, | say, is known Edgware Road-way 
us the * Met.,” and a crowded house there was ee Bight 1 pnid ita 
visit. 

No wonder ; the 
company, I found, 
too, was an excel- 
lent one. Queenie 
Lawrence was, as 
usual, quite up to 
the mark, and de- 


lighted the au- 
dience. FloGalli- 
more looked 


charming in her 
becoming dresa, 
and, 1 could see, 
knocked the male 
division hard, 
There is much 
drollery about Sim 
Torr, and he isa 
great favourite. A 
feature in the pro- 
Game ia made 

y Dick Burgeand 


Jem Mace, two 
bold, bad fight- 
ing men. You 


should not miss 
this excellent turn. 
Good items arealso 
contributed by the 
Vennellic, Fred Mason, Bessie Hinton, and La Belle Rose. 

The “ Met.” is rather » long way off the suburb patronised by 
poor Pa, but I was very glad | paid it a visit, and hope to do soon 
‘gain, Meanwhile, dears, take my advice and go. You may also, 
while you are about it, give my best love to Mr. Henri Gros, 


Dick Burge and Jem Macc. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLorer's PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

SCRI ON OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind. Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


REMARKABLE CURE OF 
LIVER COMPLAINT AND INDIGESTION. 


Glencorse, Milton Bridge, N.B., 
January 10th, 1895, 
Messrs, Gerven &§ Co. 

GENTLEMEN, — Having been a sufferer from Indi- 
gestion and Lirer Complaint, which L contracted when 
serving in the West Indies fifteen years ago, Ihave tried 
eeery medicine advertised, but with no good results, I 
was recommended by a friend to try your PILLs, J did 
su—the effect was marvellous, Iam now as free from 
disease as the day I enlisted. You hare my full permis- 
siun to use this testimonial in any manner in which you 
may think fit. Iam, Gentlemen, your obedient servant, 


SERGEANT T. BURFIELD. 
The Royal Scots Regiment. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PILLS 


1F HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 


SEND 912 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 
GURDEN & Co., 
908 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


A SICK WIFE. 


THOUGH never a woman to look on the bright side of thin 
there was no doubt she was thoroughly and genuinely queer. Her 
cough all night made the neighbours think that the saw-mills 
round the corner were working overtime, whilst the latest twinge 
of rheumatism had twisted her to an extent that almost ee 
her huaband’s coarse and brutal suggestion that she should get a 
job at the Aquarium as the “ Human Cork=crew "—said she'd draw 
tons of money! 

“Ah!” she groaned, as she sate up in her bed at bedtime, the 
while he, with the pu full on, got into his evening kit to sally 
forth toa fancy ball, “1’'m not appreciated here, you haven't the 
heart of a paving stone.” ’ 

He made no response to this bitter remark, only said somethin 
that sounded like “jam” as he messed up another clean starch 
tie in his efforts to get n correct bow. 

“But never mind,” she went on, “if it should happen that I 
should pass away ina fit of coughing in the night, you'd soon find 
— A gentle, suffering, patient wife you'd lost. You'd realise, 
then, how—" 

o Oh, dry up!” he cried, as he spoilt another tie, “ you don't 
intend going yet, I'm sure! You're not built that way; 
you're—' 


ou 

“I'm too good a woman, Henry!" she almost yelled. “Too 
good to die and—leave such a brute as you to marry a second 
unhappy woman! There, now!” 

And the good woman collapsed ina fit of coughing that shook 
down the dust from the gasglobes on to his fourth tie, and ruined 
another attempt. 


AN ELDERLY BIRD. 


“Ere, guv'nor, what's this?—I jest picked it up in the 
gutter.” 

The speaker was a young man with florid face and clear-cut 
features, whose eyes had a peculiarly innocent look in them and 
whose clothes were of the raggedest. His nose and fingers were 
blue with the cold, and the frosty atmosphere caused great tears to 
stand in his orbs. As he spoke he held out towards the middle- 
aged and prosperous looking gentleman he had accosted a finger- 
ring with a rich red stone set in it. 

“Want to know what it is?" cheerfully responded the stranger, 
as he held out his woollen-gloved hand. “ Allow me!” 

The shivering out-o'-work handed him the ring. 

“Step up this side-street with me, young fellow,” continued the 
one who was well wrapped up and comfortable, “the Strand is too 
public a place in which to examine valuabies.” 

A strange light came into the eyes of the jewel-finder, hut he 
had parted with his valuable ring, so he wis almost compelled to 
acquiesce. They took a few steps up Bedford Street—past the 
hoarding of the electric railway workings. 

“ You say you picked this up?” ‘i 

“Yes, guv nor—picked it outer the gutter jest afore I set eyes on 
you. 
ne ee And what do you want with me—speak up, I'ma 

it deaf?” 

; ¥ 1 wanter know what it is—what it's worth—what I'd better 
do?" 

“Right !" said the rcbnst gentleman, and, with a sharp grab, he 
collared hold of the rayyedys coat-collarand held him firmly. “Its 
& common—very common—or garden ring of some brassy metal.” 
said he, “with a bit of chipped ruby glass jabbed into the middle 
of it that wouldn't deceive the most hopeless patient in the Home 
for Incurnble Blind! It is worth, picbably—te those who want 
such a thing badly—two thirds of a ha'penny. What you'd better 
do—when [ let go of vou—is to beg, borrow, or steal a bottle of 
arnica, and rub vigorously that portion of your anatomy which now 
comes into contuct—thus!—and thus!—and thus!—with my 
rhinoceros-clumped snow boot! Hold on—one more for luck— 
there !—I'm along here most afternoons and always pleased 
to answer questions!" 


= 
Js 8 
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NIPPED IN THE BUD. 


—_e— 


WAs it for/Aie Thad shone in school theatricals ’—for this Thad 
starred in the local Amateur Deauatic Society, where my J’reace 
Arthurto the grocers sal 
Hubert had dissolved 
a crowded Assembly 
Hail in’ tears?) Was 
I—who had sworn to 
become an actor, who 
had resolved to con. 
tinue” the = glorious 
legend of | Garrick, 
Kean, and Macready 
in my own person—to 
sink into a base office. 
boy to a mere coul- 
agent ata commencing 
weekly salary of four 
shillings? Perish the 
thought! 

And, outwardly 
calm, I reasoned with 
my widowed mother ; 
pointing out that 
though anextraweekly 
four shillings might 
prove an important 
addition to her slender 
income, yet the fame 
and lucre Ll should 
certainly acquire at no 
very distant date asa 
votary of Thespix, ought to outweigh any mere immediate advan- 
tage. And [TE might have convinced her if Uncle Bobbit hadn't 
happened to hop in at the moment, and in his usual jolter-headed 
fashion snort something about a good, sound thrashing, and the 
impertinent conceit of pig-headed puppies. All the fervid 
intensity of - fifteen years revolted at this outrage, and disdain. 
ing a reply, [ strode proudly and measuredly from the room, 
making what I conceived to be a really tine dramatic exit. 

For my resolve was made. No longer should England bewail 
the want of an actor of the highest rank! The hour was 
shprosehing, and the man—or rather the boy, was at hand, 

ive minutes later, with anger still bubbling in my soul, and one 
and sevenpence jingling in my trousers’ pocket, I quitted the 
house and set my face sternly in the direction of Loamboro’, a 
fair-sized manufacturing town some nine miles distant from our 
“one horse” township, and which 1 knew boasted a real, live, 
Theatre Royal. 

What cared I for the wearisome walk, or the narrow limit of my 
exchequer? I firmly and religiously believed that I had but to 
present myself before any manager and give a specimen of my 
elocutionary powers, to be at once engaged on the most princely 
terms. Not that | intended to be tev exorbitant in my demands, 

would be content 
with, say, twenty- 
five pounds a week 
to commence with! 
There appeared to be 
only one slight draw. 
back — I> was ex- 
EB tremely small for 
my age. But, then, 
Garrick was a little 
man ! 

The twilight of a 
chill autumnal Sat- 
urday afternoon had 
merged into night 
when I entered 
Loamboro’. From 
cnormous posters in 
the vicinity of the 
theatre, I learned 
that it was the last 
night of the cele- 
brated Barn. 
stormer's successful 
Shakespearian tour, 
and that the cele- 
brated B. would, by 
express desire, ap- 
pear as the Prince 
of Deumark. 

Strange to say, now that the goul of my ambition was at hand, 
all courage and confidence appeared to ooze out at my finger-ends, 
Lhungabout thedamp, shabby streets long alter the last of the scanty 
audience had entered the dimly-lit edifice, until at length recruiting 
my energies by the nid of a couple of stale buns, 1 made straight 
for the stage-entrance and boldly asked for Mr. Barnstormer. 

Within less than a minute I found myself in a dirty little 
dressing-room, confronting a portly, heavy-visaged man robed as 
the melancholy Dane, who held a pewter pot in his right hand from 
over the rim of which he glared at me in disconcerting silence. 

“Mr, Barnstormer,” I gasped, hurriedly, “I wish to become an 
actor; and I think if you hear a specimen of my powers, you will 
at once engage me.” And without a moment's hesitation, I 
plunged headlong into the soliloquy, “Oh! that this too, too solid 
flesh would melt!” 

He heard ine to the bitter end, and not a muscle of his face 
moved, “I should not want extravagant terms,” I continued 
desperately. “1 would be content with”—gulp—" say ten pounds 
a week to begin with.” 

“Jackson!” he roared, without removing his eyes from my face ; 
and a ferret-featured man thrust his head partly in at the door. 

“ Have the books and the returns been made up for the night?" 

“Half an hour ago,” 
was the reply. “Nine- 
teen and six”—and the 
head disappeared. 

“You hear boy!” he 
cried ; and the awful bass 
of his voice, added to the 
portentous joining of his 
eyebrows, struck terror 
to my soul. “I, Rudolf 
Barnustormer, who have 
appeared. before half the 
crowned heads of Europe, 
am this night playing to 
nineteen and a tanner— 
nineteen and a sprazzy ! 
And there are thirteen of 
usto split it upramongst ! 
Yet a wretched stripling 
dare beard me tomy face, 
and prate of ten immortal 
quids! By the heavens 
nbove! if when I count 
‘three’ you are still here, 
1 will——" 

I waited not the con- 
clusion of a doubtless ter- 
rible threat. A’ single 
spring landed me in the 
filthy passage, and not 
until 1] was fairly outside the stage-door did I pause, Thea. crushed 
and broken-hearted, [leaned against the unsympathetic brick wall 
and burst into tears, * « be Me oe 

And the following Monday I went like a Lumb to the coal-agent’s 


TPriace Arthur. 


Heanl me to the bitter endl. 


Bart iute tears 
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BAR SARCASM. 
“Excuse me arstin’, miss, but is this a dirty glass or 
is it what pow call two peun'orth o' gin?” ... “Gin, 
eh? Thanks! Excuse we for ar-tin’.” 


“Ry Jove, waiter, vegetarian diet agrees Letter with 
you than it does with me!" ~ Lord, sir, J*m wot such 
@ mug us to feed here 1” 


Jones (after a day's 


24° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from thow 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


2 


A. SLOPER was nearly writing “ Extinguished People,” but the Anti-Gambling 
League having come a crouree at Newmarket intends, so he understands, to take the 
case to the House of Londs, if necessary, The other morning A. SLOPER was busy in 
the Skunk’s stable— for that famous thoroughbred, of which A. SLOPRR is the proud 
owner, has lately improved much in condition—thanks to careful nursing—so much 
so that he has made up his mind to enter the animal for erery event this year, when 
Ale: looked in and said, “ Please, Feyther, you're wanted in the study.” A. 
Stover left off cutting up into chaff, with a ir of his good lady's scissors, the 
contents of an okl straw mattress which, with a sprinkling of haricot beans, 
constitutes the renowned racer's daily diet. * And who wants me, my child ?” inquired 
the Kminent. “ Mister ‘Awke, Seketry of the Hanti-Gambling Leayue, Feyther. He 
saya as ‘ow he's come to be interviewed.” ——(1) “What!” cried Mr. Hawke, as A. 
SLOPER entered the study—* What! Do I see the Friend of Man in the garb of a 
man of sport? Yea, verily, this must be but a sorry jest!" “My youd sir,” cricl 
A.SLOPER,“ are you not aware that Iam the proud owner of one of the most famous 
racehorses in the worki?” Mr, Hawke groaned, turned up his eyes until you conkl 
ouly see the whites, aud smote his breast with bis umbrella, “Oh, yes,” weut on 
A. SLOPER,——(2) “ My eldest son will shine this season as a full-fledged bookey,—— 


No. 381.—Miss E.sieé WEATHERBY, 


—The Dook Snook. 
—Lord heb, 
—The Hon, Billy. 


“Shereigns as Empres: of my heart.” 
“A fairer maid has never graced the earth.” 
“ My sole ambition : Elsie tor my bride.” 


SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


LEAVING HIS BREAKFAST. 


ing at the Stores with his 
wife). There, now, I've left my 
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At bees 
webs eavennr conte! | 


“T can't get Diek to cruelly jilt me, dear. It's 
such a shame. He'd be worth quite £2uu0 in 
breach of promise case."—£ztract from Letter vs 

neys in the carriage!" Young Lady. . 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.JOHN HAWKE, Esq. 
: 1 1 


wipel away the 


friend,” said Mr. Hawke, after he had recovered 


ood cause—a just cause. My friend, I wish it to go forth aad be known tw all men 
thruach the medium of your *HALF-HOLIDAY,’ as well as through that of the Siar, 


that I am not a hater, but a lover of sport. Ah—hum! My friend, my chief fault 
ever since I was a little boy is that I am too foud of games and sports. At Puss in 
the Corner I am unrivalled ; Honey-pots I love; at Buck, Buck ] will back myself — 
I mean—ah—hum !—(4) When a Blnecoat boy I mizht have been seen chasiuy 4 
stray buttertly in the playground in,Newgate Street, sadly handicapped by the want 
of a hat to secure ita capture, and;but for games and sports taking ap mure of my 
time than books, I should have been sent to one of the Universitien—-(8) Awl by 
this have blosomed into a full-blown Bishop.” “The apron and gaiters woul! 
no doubt haye become yon vastly,” said A. SLOPER. “ By-the-by, can [ offer 
you any refrestiment ? What do you say toa steaming jorum of pineapple rum’ ” 
“Oh!” cried Mr. Hawke, avain smiting his chest with his umbrella, “to think that 
the voice of slander should have eutered into this house! and that this man of sport 
shoukl take me for a Stivyins 1" and gathering up his hat Le departed. 


THE BRUTALITY OF McSWINE. 


() The Elder's cold had settled on his chest, an’ he was feelin’ nnco' bad last Saturday. “Tt would be weel tae continue the Lord's work in 
the Loni's way, and pit him out othe reach o mischief and misery,” said the Meenister. Thereupou McSwine tuek up a lump o’ ice about the 


size oa Wi barrow and heaved it at the Elder, and roared, “=o be it wi’ a’ backsliders !" 


, 


(2) And the muckle Inmp o° ice 
struck the Elder ou the bump o° 
Leuvevolence, 


(3) And on the Sabbath morn the Kirk folk were vera, vert 
grieved ; but some said, “It maun hae been a bonnie, bonn’ 
focht yestreen.” 


Saturday, March 9, 1895.) 


There9 -o-deecpPGiors 
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Lads-¢ -lassieg. ab-breoks 
tC 


7 The Queen:5-Sizillicd 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Phew! what a change. We seem to have been hurled from the depths of an Arctic winter 
into the midst of a salubrious summer without the slightest warning. Whata boon and a blessing 
ix the yood old English climate. On we go:—Little sense but lots of money, Tasker finds life's 
not all honey :—Though but seventeen thie gay young tart, Had long ago quite lost her heart :— 
Choose your colours, white or black, They'll paint your dogyics ina crack :—The Influenza fiend ence 


“Please, Miss Fitzroy says will you finish off that smoke, ‘cos 
the pit's beyinning to break things up, aud we dou't want 
matches at n hundred pounds the gross,” 


Landlord of the Plue Pig (to relative famed for his advier), 1 
say, Uncle Ben, I had two billian! balls stolen from here last 
year. What should you do to stop that sort of thing ? 


Unele Ren (who never played billiards in his life). Well, my 
lad, I should have some long, light chains made, so as to give 
em plenty o' “run,” aud chain ‘em to the board. 

' 


MISTAKEN IDENTITY. 


Dora, Why don't yon ask that old man next you to change places with me? Then we could sit 


toyether. 
Wilfred. Old man, dear? That's not an o/d man; it’s a new woman! 


more, Visits our benighted shore :—Chester's Bishop thinks that he Will soon from drink make 
England free :—At a cost of thirteen thousand pounds, Obtain we some more pleasure grounds :— 
Our clergy now become astute, And try to trap the gay recruit.—Yes, the unwholesome fiend ia 
with us again. His icy grip seems to be more firm than ever this year. He spares no one—rich and 


poor, old and young alike are among his victims —TIIE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


Tottie Seeondrow, O-ho, there's a mouth les acid 


Demon Urayon, Jump ts chen, my dear 


“Here, ye young vagabond! these matches are a ewindlic 
—I can't get oue of ‘em tw light.” “Try one op yer uvee, 
guv'nor,” 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


-———— 


ALTHOUGH Professor Morritt, of the Royal Aquarium, has offered 
to put A. SLOPER (to sleep free, gratis aud for nothing, the Eminent 
= does not see his way 
NY] clear to accept the 
offer. If the Old 
Wreck would consent 
to “trance” off, for, 
say, a week or two, 
the gin trade in 
London would doubt- 
less be almost at a 
standstill, . 


Tue Moth-Eaten 
Fabric has this day 
been pleased to con- 
fer the “Award of 
Merit” on JACK 
STAVORDALE, be- 
\, cause he instituted 
a banjo quartette. 
“Feyther,” quoth the 
‘offspring of the 
Eminent Littérateur, 
see can make oy 
strings go, can’t he 
and he's a jolly good 
sort too, ain't he?” 
And for once in a 
way, parent and son 
were of the same 
opinion, and shrieks were only conspicuous by their absence. 


2 
oS 
AW 


ade arava 5°" 


EXPERTS now express the opinion that the total extermination 
of the seal is only a matter of time, and a very short time at that. 
This is indeed terrible news for the curled darlings of the Friv., 
but gladsome intelligence for their male admirers. The price of a 
sealskin jacket makes a big hole in a small pocket. The time is 
coming when there shall be no more of the real thing ; and, after 
all, the imitation doesn’t look half, bad. 


s 
Luck to the Elbe in every wenther, 
May her fortune never fail her, 
Bont and master match together, 
Gallant ship and gallant sailor. 


These words were written in the Autograph book of the oe 
of the ill-fated Elbe some time ago by Doctor Conan Doyle. Now 
both ship and Captain are at the bottom of the North Sea. 

ss 


VARIETY is charming, as we all know, but for all that variety is 
At any rate, a young and 


ofttimes linble to become monotonous, 
well-known New York actress, 
renowned alike for her pretti- 
ness and_ unconventionality. 
seems to be of this way of 
thinking. After being married 
and divorced four times this 
precocious [ome lady has re- 
pented, and has returued to 
and re-married her first hus- 
band. it is to be hoped that 
this young lady will now settle 
duwn into a model wife. At 
any rate her experience ought 
to stand her in good stead, 


= 
Lit Huxe CHana has re- 
ceived back his Yellow riding 
Jacket, for which small merc: 
he should be ber 4 thankful. 
The weather in China during 
the winter months ia, as « rule, 
so bitterly cold that even a 
small jacket makes a consider- 
able d{fference in a man's tem- 
perature, *.* 


PREVENTION is better than 
cure, and if you want to evade 
the influenza fiend you must 

urchase Larks! every week. 

t is acknowledged by the 


whole medical proteasion and 
one to be the best preventive extant, and costs but one ‘a'penny 
weekly. 


THE doctors are, seemingly, quite unable to cope with the 
epidemic which is once more with us. ALLY has heard that 
whisky is a capital antidote, and as McGooseley has so far escaped 
the influenza, the Eminent thinks there is something in it, and 
has almost decided to change his usual beverage, but up to the 
time of going to press his old favourite still had first place. 
Lord Bob says stout and oysters (in spite of the typhoid rumour) 
are good enough for him. i 

s 


A, SLOPER'S yacht, the Joofsie Belle, is now fast nearing com- 
pletion, and it is thought probable the launching will take place 
some time next month. e Prince of Wales has written to say 
he thanks Providence previous engagements will prevent him 
attending the ceremony ; but, despite the absence of Royalty, it 
will be a big function. ee . 

s 


THE public having tired of the New Woman craze, this latter 
play has been succeeded at the Comedy Theatre by A Leader of 
Ven,a play, by-the- 
by, whic will 
stand two, or 
even three visits. 
The comedy is 
brilliantly written, 
and contains some 
of the smartest and 
wittiest lines it has 
ever been our lot 
to listen to. That 
A Leader of Men 
has come to stay 
there is no doubt, 
and it is pretty 
certain that the 
Comedy will not 
require another 
tenant for some 
time. The piece is 
cnpitally acted bya 
Company which 
includes the names 
of Fred Terry, H. 
B. Irving, Alma 
Murray,and Marion 
Terry. « « 
s 


DURING a recent 
March gale, A. 
SLOPER had the 
misfortune to have onc of his sole surviving hairs blown clean out 
of his scalp. Whoever will return the same to the Sloperies, 99, 
Shoe Line, E.C., will be handsomely rewarded. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


In spite of the weather, or, rather, samples of weather to which 
we have been treated during the last week or two, business, so far 
ns our most popular Music- 
halls are concerned, seems to 
to be as brisk and lively as 
ever. This welcome condition 
of affairs is by no manner of 
means limited to Halls on the 
Middlesex side of the Thames, 
The Canterbury, for instance, 
which, ns everyone knows, is 
sitimted in the Westminster 
Bridge Road, is literally packed 
every night, and Mr. Payne 
informs the Eminent that he 
could fill his house three times 
a night jf necessary. 


s 

MoRE ructions in the Sloper 
family. Evelina has most 
cruelly jilted Alexandry and 
transferred her atfections to 
McGooseley. Alexandry will, 
of course, bring an action for 
Breach of Promise at once, 


s 
BILLY was very unfortunate 
not to have won the first prize 
at the last Fancy Dress Ball 
at Covent Garden Theatre. 
His get-up in the character of 
a Bath Bun was admired by 

everyone. « 


A WELL known Australian millionaire boasts that he has worn 
the eame hat for 7 years. This is nothing! The famous chapeau 
which adorns A. SLOPER’s brow, has been worn by the Eminent 
for upwards of 20 years. How is this for a record, eh? 


THE Influenza fiend seems to be attacking the theatrical world 
with great hs io George Grossmith, who plays the chief character 
in Hie Excellency at the Lyric Theatre, is being understudied by 


four individuals, This is almost aa unique experience in its way. 


s 
A. SLOPER lost his heart, for about the two thousandth time, 
at the Fancy Dress Carnival, at the Lambeth Skating Rink, on 
Thursday evening last. Unfortunately, he lost his purse too. The 
fair being proved as light-handed as she was light-hearted. 


s 
A. SLOPER regrets to hear that there is danger of the Crystal 

Palace being closed for ever against the pleasure-loving public. Not- 

withstanding 
the fact that 
— a. a 
million visitors /BEBIL STH Ft 
pass through r NAAM” 
ike turnstile, _- EIASTER Sveeon - 
on an average, 
yearly, things 
tinancially, are 
in a very pre- 
carious condi- 
tion. Probably 
the forthcoming 
African Show 
will improve 
matters. At any 
rected is to be 

o 80, a3 
London without 
its Crystal 
Palace would be 
nlmost as bad as 
Hamlet minus 
the character of 
the Prince of 
Denmark. 


Za 
—— 


s 

Faxcy Mr. 
Loveland at the 
Clerkenwell 
Sessions not 
knowing whata 
copper’s nark 
was! ALLY 
would strongly advise him to take n course of lessons from 
Alexandry and Rill Higgins, and guarantees that afterwards he 
would know all worth knowing; and he further suggests 

Moses would be a very good finisher to his studies 
rection. ° 


THE best of friends must and do part, but it is another thing to 
shake off our enemies so easily. At any rate so poor old Johnny 
Toole has discovered. His inveterate enemy the gout has once 
more claimed him as its victim, and London's most popular 
comedian is now chained to his chamber. A.SLOPER feels 
sure that his readers will join with him in wishing Johnny an early 
return to the stage. *.° 


that Ik 
in this 


WE have just received a book cn Phrenology from a well-known 
firm of publishers. Since the receipt of the same bu:nps have 
developed by leaps and bounds on the craniums of members of 
the SLOPER staff. The office poker, in fact, has latterly become 
quite bent from use. *.* 


Is Tommy Atkins a respectable member of the community, or is 
he not? is a question which seems to have been answered by a 
certain manager 
of an Assembly 
Room in the 
negative. Two 
soldiers, it seems, 
were enger to 
participate in a 
certain dance the 
other evening. 
Arriving at the 
hall in which the 
dance was adver- 
tised to be held 
they tendered the 
price of admis- 
sion, which was 
accepted. Imme- 
diately after, no 
message was de- 
livered to them 
from the mannge- 
ment, requesting 
them todepart, on 
the plea that 
soldiers were not 
of the same class 


No 
aman 

FOR 
SOLDIERS 


as the usual fre- 

quenters of the ee 
assemblies. Was = 
ever more out- 


rageous snobbery 

ever heard of!) A soldier is as good as any other man, and he is 
justified in demanding admission to any place of entertainment, 
peor ltg es is able and willing to pay the sum demanded for 
admission 


(Saturday, Merch 9, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


ACALENDAR FOK THE WEEK EXNVING MARCH 16TH, 1895, 
a 


10th March, 1886.—Says the Eeening News of this date. 
“Tu accordance with « custom which has prevailed on Shro,,. 
Tuesday for many years, 2 large concourse of persons assenbl.t 
at Nunheaton and played football in the streets. A few years a, 
an effort was inade to put a stop to the practice, but without 
success, and of late years the police have not, to any extent, inte. 
fered. The streets were given up for several hours toa crowd ./ 
roughs, the cost of broken windows being defrayed out of the pro. 
ceeds of a subscription made annually, A curious old custo, 
among the quarrymen of the Isle of Purbeck was observed yester. 
day at Corfe Castle, There is among the quarrymen a charti; 
hearing the date of 1551, which is rigorously obeyed, in order 4, 
keep the working of the stone quarries in the Isle of Purbeck j, 
the hands of the freemen, Yesterday morning a large nutnber of 
quarrymen assembled in the Town Hall, Corfe Castle, and pro. 
ceeded to the election of ofticers, after which about twelve freene, 
were sworn in, Each man has to sign the roll of freemen, jay 4 
fee of Ge, 8d., provide n penny loaf made on purpose by the bakr 
of the place, and to buy a pot of beer. After the above busines, 
was transacted the ceremony of ‘kicking the ball’ commenced 
The ball is provided by the man who was last married among the 
freemen, and is presented in lieu of the ‘ marriage shilling.’ If it 
should happen that no freeman has married since the previous 
Shrove T y, the old football is used. The ball was taken 
from the Town Hall to a tield nt Corfe Castle, and there kicks 
about by anyone who wished. These curious proceedings tern. 
nated by the ball and a pound of pepper being taken to the lord of 

he manor, 


llth March, 1832.—Raikes under this date writes; “A due} 
has taken place in Paris which has terminated fatally. Count 
Léon, a natural son of Bonaparte, lost to Captain Hesse, at éearte, 
a sum of £17,000, and some insinuations having been thrown ou 
by the loser as to the dexterity of his adversary, satisfaction was 
uired. They first repaired to a notary's, where security for the 
debt was given by Count Léon, and then to the field, where Hes 
met his death. He was a Saxon by birth, had nm in our service, 
and had formerly been notorious as a protégé of Queen Caroline,” 


12th March, 1835. — Alexander Pope, comedian, died thi: 
day, aged seventy-three, 

18th 11904. — Richard Cecur de Lion returned to 
England this day, after an absence of more than four years, and 
landed at Sandwich. (Some historians give the date March 20th.) 
Wade says of Richard, “ Except his courage, verging on hardihoo! 
and his military talents, there was little to admire iu his character. 
Vindictive, proud and sensual, his gallantry in the field did 
not exempt him from the most degrading vices.” 


14th March, 1471.—Edward the Fourth this day landed at 
Ravenapur, * with oan ostrich feather in his bonnet, as Prince of 
Wales.” His Fleming followers carried hand guns, which is the 
earliest account of them in England. 


15th March, 1665.—James, Duke of York, this day estab. | 
lished, at Guntleet, the first regular system of naval warfare in 
England. 

16th March. 1888.—This day in the strects of Belgrade the 
police found a man apparently frozen to death. He was identified. 
and his body given to his friends, who naturally set about buryinz 
him. As the funeral was going to the cemetery the frozen gentle- 
man so far thawed as to rap on the inside of his coffin, and he 
repred so loudly that the funeral party bolted. The hearse-driver, 
thinking possibly that such conduct on the part of a corpse was 
illegal. drove the coftin to the police-station, and gave the content: 
into custody for creating a disturbance at its own funeral. The 
police undid the coftin, and the dead gentleman immediately sx 
up, and complained bitterly of the conduct of his friends in bein: 
in such a hurry to put him underground, 


“THE IDES OF MARCH.” 
On, winds of March! oh, winds of March! 
I took the *bns at the Marble Arch, 
But, ere a mile on its top I'd ridden. 
My tall silk topper had gaily glidden 
Once, twice, ane thrice, to the street below, 
Till to wear it a scarecrow would scorn, | trow, 
And my hatter, Me gia it, grimly grinned 
With a keen delight in the merry March wind! 

SS 


GOOD RESOLUTIONS. 

“Tr isn't that 1 wouldn't enjoy coming and having a ‘final’ a: 
you call it,” argued the young man who had formed a good 

nten resolution, “but the bouse is beginning to tell on me— 
makes my hand shaky, breath beastly, memory unreliable—" 

“Then I'll tell you what to do,” interrupted the tempter. “The 
finest thing in the world to sop ue the boose is a halfpenny bake! 
potato. It don’t need a penny big one, but simply a halfpeny 
spud—and, ness knows, as long as this weather lasts there!!! 
be heaps of baked-tater men about the streets, so you'll always 
have the remedy handy.” So he fell. 


* * ° * * * 

It was a weird and blear-ered and a groaning invalid that 
called his landlady's son to his humble bedside on the followin; 
morn. At five that morning, suffering 2 foretaste of the bad place 
that we are told the wicked shall spend the hereafter in, he hud 
crawled home, more dead than alive, enveloping not only the 
stock-in-trade of a small distillery, but the produce of a ten-acre 
Irish kitchen garden, 

“John,” said he in ead and solemn tones, “I want you to heir 
me swear—swear by the coat-of-arms engraved on my signet-rin:. 
and embossed on my notepaper and envelopes—that the first dav 
I'm able to get about again I will track down and slay withont 
remorse the fiend in human shape who last night gave me tle 
baked-potato remedy for sopping up boose.” 

And he swore—are, to such an extent that his worthy landlady ¢ 
put his rent up two bob the selfsame day ! 


—_—_— 


PAULINA’S PRIMER. 

LESSON THE ONE-TH: THE NIGHT ALARM. t 
ark, did you hear it? Ra-ther! Who the bla-zes could be +? 
hear-ing it{ It came from the break-fast par-lour win-do: 
de-pend upon it, some boun-der is try-ing to brenk (from (" 
Greek verb, bust) in-to the house, It is past three, be-cause yu" 
nleatlight which is wound-up to go five hours, is de-funct =! 
cold. King Al-fred reck-oned the day by burn-ing can-dles. 0+ 
one ba-king day he ran short—short six-es—and the cakes well 

in-to mour-ning. ‘ 

Shall you run and al-arm your ma-ma? No, dear ; she is 0" 
alarmed, Not half so much as your fa-ther, who—to tell you tle 
truth—it is who is brenk-ing in. Why? To save ring-ing 
bell, dear. Why will he not ring the bell? Be-cause he rec-hu'# 
he will tind your ma-ma suff-ici-ently dis-turb-ed ax it ix. 

Turn o-ver and go to sleep a-gain, dear, and if you want aie 
thing plea-sant to dream ab-out SLO-PER ven-tures to x1 1" 
your pa-pa will take you and your ma-ma out shop-pins ' 
mor-row. O-live oil ! 


Ewery Wrednesday. Twroponce: 


JUDY. 
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TO THE MOUSTACHELESS. 


. yas O beardiless 
Mans J rx lve 


44 
VI PROVIED 


on your 
bare, bald 


your state, 
And sad at 
your mous- 
tacheless 


Hath just in- 
vented (up 
to date!) 

The clever 
thing 

y Of which I 

sing: 
A grand Moustache-Improver. 


So no more cringe ‘neath Sorrow's whip 
Because no “down” is on your lip; i 
A moustache full-grown, with well-shaped tip, 
Full soon you may “ manoover.” 
And girls, don’t weep because your “ mash,” 
Maybe, is minus a “ moustash ” ; 
Twill grow if he will buy (for cash) 
This newest “ fake” 
Our youth to take— 
This newest * mug” improver. 
——S 


alte I dons keow why it that 1 

T was all Harper's fault. I don’t know why it is that Harper 
nit such mysterious influence over me that in his hands 1 
m little more than a child. I never could resist him. All my 
noral stamina, my resolution, my will-power breaks down utterly 
efore Harper's slightest argument, nnd I truly believe I should 
-ome n desperate criminal even if Harper only came and did the 
mpting. 

ite burst boisterously into my office the other day. “ Wiggins, 
id chap!" he shouted, “you've had enough work for to-day, on 
ith vour coat and come along with me.” 

( protested. 1 knew it would be use'ess, but I felt it to te my 
uty as an. 

“Nonsense!” he_ retorted, 
you must come, My sister's 
king charge of a stall ata 
reat Brixton, and I've 
sed toshow up. [ shall 
owed up alive if i go 


je SW: 
one.” 
Now, if there is one form of 
tertsinment T detest above 
nother it isa bazaar, I imen- 
med this to Harper. 
“Bosh! old chap,” he said, 
wwe nevdn't stay long, just 
roll round, you know, and 
en cutout and have a spree.” 
1 gave way in the end—I 
wars do—and we went down 
D Brixton together. It was 
al kind of bazaar, lots 
ags and flowers, crowds of 
omen and children, weak tea, 
evk music, and weaker 
yeches, 5 
Harper left me, and I stroiled about aimlessly by myself. A fair 
ung stall-holder trapped me at last. She was very sweet, and 
e used all her pretty arts to induce me to buy something. But I 
«no use for kettle holders, and I never sleep in a night-cap. I 
mpromised at last by buyinga pincushion ; * I could use it myself 
make it 2 present to my sweetheart,” said the siren. 
“TL have had enough of this,” said Harper, “let's clear out.” 
We started on whiskies straight off when we got outside. It 
as very silly of me, 1 know, but then I've told you before I am 
ke a child in the hands of Harper. My companion seemed to have 


M 


feap 


shion, 
——— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 26.—THE GOLDEN SICKLE GIRL, 
A zure eyne 
rightly shine, 
hubby chin— 
imple in. 
Ifin tresses, 
airy face, 
irlish grace, 
eavenly dresses. 
mpish wiles, 
oysome smiles, 
iss-delighting 
ips inviting. 
ellower tongue 
eer spoke or 
sung. 
ld men in the 
eerage spin the 
uestion to her ; 
ich men woo 
her. 


quires and vis- 
counts, 
rue-born high 
counts, 

nto her 


dd 8 @ ROwWO ZErpKantesnvew 


ain pleas prefer. 
Wildly chatts she: 
X quisite laughs she 


Y ields them, in return for their 
ealtul, zestful, amorous prayer ! 


us six-and-twenty letters I'm Impelled by love to intermix, 
yexave thereby a silly rhyme In praise of Number Twenty-Six ! 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—< 


37 Cairxs Street, Paixces Roap, L1vVERPOOL, 
February 6th, 1895. 

‘DEAR ALLY,—Accept my hearty thanks for your kindness in 
considering'me worthy of the coveted “ Award of Merit.” I shall 
always look upon & with feelings of pride, asa valuable reward 
for my feeble vocal efforts in assisting the noble cnuse of charity. 

Ever faithfully yours, WILLRAD SYKES, 


—_—__-_ — 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 21.—RayMoND RERENZI SLOPER. 
Born, 1486. Died from poisoned salmon, 1530, 

RayMoxD REHENZ!, who, as the eldest of Victor Vermouth's 
numerous progeny, legally si ed to the estates and title, was a 
man very little fitted hy nature for the dangers and respomalbilisies 
of his position. The heads of the house of Sloper had, from time 
imme: I, been almost invariably strong and lusty, and the few 
exceptions had given but a precious poor account of themselves, 
Though times were less troublesome, and things had calmed down 
wonderfully since the glorious days when Deeming Bluebeard and 
Francis F; made things hum, the world still looked to the 
house of Sloper for » decent supply of excitement, and the fact 
that Raymond Rehenzi gave little promise of supplying anything 
like the demand, was received with popular disappointment. 

For Raymond Rehenzi had already obtained the reputation of n 
philosopherand a savant. In those days the learning of a modern 
th standard Board School kid, was more than sufficient to mark 

the scholar. Raymond Rehenzi exchewed the knightly sports of 
his kinsmen, and in a lone apartment in the south-west turret, 
devoted himself to the acquirements of knowledge. It devolved, 
therefore, upon the younger branches of the family to do the 
honours of the house, and these youthful bloods proved themselves 
fully equal to the occasion. They kept open house. Hawking 
parties, boar hunta, tourneys, archery and bowls, drew crowds of 
guests to the Castle ; the banqueting hall rang again to the sound 
of minstrelsy and mirth, and the Sloperian cellars once more 
became famous among the bon rirants of the time, 

There have been times, we do not seek to deny it, when the 
prestige of the Slopers was not of the best. The vagaries of 
certain members of the family were lg ee euch as caused 
them to be looked at with an onli of suspicion; but human 
nature was human nature then, and the nobility were not slow to 
recognise the fact that people who guve such first-rate spreads 
were entitled to the greatest consideration, and it was a very little 
time, therefore, before the house of Sloper once more took an 
acknowledged position ergs | the great families of the land, 

All this time Raymond Rehenzi took no part in the daily orgies 
atthe Castle. He supplied the oof necessary for such p ings, 
however, in unlimited quantities, and as he made no sort of com- 

laint whatever as to the extent of his brothers’ extravagance, it 

“a to be said that he couldn't be such 2 bad sort of fellow after 
all. 
About this time the very extensive circulation of spurious gold 
and notes began to attract the attention of the authorities. 
Rewards were offered, and numerous efforts made to capture the 
coinera, but without success. The culprits eluded the utmost 
vigilance, and launched wrong ‘uns and stumers upon the market 
in ine quantities. The public got mad. questions were asked 
in Parliament, the police were twitted and bullied upon their 
incompetency, the newspapers teemed with sarcastic comments, 
and the Chancellor of the Exchequer tore his hair in frenzy. 

Still the evil continued. Jt reached such alarming proportions, 
at length, that a panic on the Stock Exchange was the result, in 
which millions were lost and won, and thousands of families 
reduced to beggary. 

The death of Raymond Rehenzi alone solved the mystery. A 
too hearty meal of tinned salmon, of somewhat inferior brand, 
brought about his demise, when an investigation of his scientific 
paraphernalia resulted in the discovery of the dies, moulds, plates, 
and other articles with which the false notes and coinage had been 

. The affair was hushed up as much as possible by his 
sorrowing family, though it has oft been asserted by the best 
historians that they were all in the swim. Ie this as it may, 
cnt fem Rehensi had added fabulously to the family fortunes, 
and was laid reverently to rest among his fathers. He was no mug. 


(Te be continued next week.) 


DEOCH-AN-DORUS. 
(Deoch-an-~lorts—the parting glass.—GAELIC). 
TOGETHER, wife. upon New Year's Eve, 
Together we all did gather ; 
And our son ond our daughter were taking leave 
Of their mother and grey-haired father, 
And the shadowing lour of the parting hour 
Fell heavily, heavily o'er us: 
And our cheeks were blanched, but the tears were 


staunched 
As we joined in the deoch-an-dorus. 


Away, dear wife. upon New Year's Eve, 
Went our son and our fairy daughter ; 
The girl to the City a living to weave, 
And the bor o'er the deep-sea water, 
And never again, wife, never again 
Shall the father upraise the chorus 
Of “ Auld Lang Syne” with those loved ones twain, 
Or them join in the deoch-an-dorus, 


Failing, wife, I am failing fast, 
And you've sent for our son and daughter ; 

But they cannot be here till their sire has passed 
O’er the waves of the Jordan-water. 

Yet may God, in some home that is after death, 
To each other's embrace restore us! ... 

And tell them I pledged them, with parting breath, 
Jn a last loving deoch-an-dorus ! 


—>—_—_ 


RIBALD MAC. 


THEY'VE been very kind at Sloper Hall lately. “There's 
nothing,” said the Only-Onls, “like alleviating the troubles of the 
poor, Lg 4 y. We've started o soup kitchen lately, and you've 
no idea how well it has worked.” Then Mac upped with, “Oh, 
I've no doubt you meant well enough, old man, only when you 
come home from them smokers, don't you think it would be Just 
as well if you didn't first try to warm yourself and then to undress 
before the copper. You shouldn't be quite so absent-minded as to 
mistake that there copper for the bed-room floor. Boots are good 
enough things in their way —so are leaving-shop tickets; and 
umbrellas come in handy in the rain, only the deserving poor 
don't always want ‘em to flavour their ‘soup with, and—" 
SLOPER was hurt. “That bally double-breasted ribaldry.” quoth 
he, “is enough to make a Salvation Army captainess turn skirt 
dancer, or turn traveller for a Bloom of Ninon Agency.” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


OLD Age: The prehistoric “ Bone Age.” 

RounpD Numbers: The last six figures in a million. 

Wuat do you do after emigrating to U.S.A. ?—U.S.A. to gcta 
Te there. 

A Bix of Sail: Mr. Sikes shipping over to America, to escape 
arrest for burglary in England. 

Wuat's the difference between a girl born in Frankfort and 
goods manufactured in Berlin?) Germany Maiden — Macde'n 
Germany. 
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AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 
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CHAPTER 1]. 


THE wedding bells had rung, the breakfast had been eaten, the 
speeches made, the carriage had driven otf to the station amid a 
shower of rice and old 
ees and the bride and 
bridegroom now sat alone 
in a first-class catriage 
whirling, as fast as an 
express could take them, 
towards the Continent 
where it had been decided 
the honeymoon was to be 


pent, 

And from their appear. 
ance it did not look as if 
the honeymoon was to be 
a pleasant one. He sat 
in one corner of the car- 
tinge wholly concealed 
behind a Times; she 
consoled herself with an 
“ALLY SLOPER,” having 
evidently tired of a weekly 
review of ponderous 
quality. Presently he 
emerged from behind his 
newspaper and looked at 
his bride, and then he 
yawned, 

“Tam glad all that fuss 
is over, Milly,” he managed 
to aay ere another yawn 
overmastered him, 

“IT am glad too,” said 
Milly, “it isn't a pleasant 
business to be so much 
worried,” 

“Well, it only happens 
once in a lifetime,” said 
John Ainslie Morton, as he pulled a reflective moustache. 

“Not invariably,” remarked Mrs. Morton, indifferently. “Some 
ladies are married three or four times.” 

“ Yes, and for that matter, so are rome men.” 

“ Blue Beard, for instance,” said the lady. 

“Yes, and Henry the Eighth,” said the bridegroom. “ Both of 
them had considerable facilities for the encouragement of matri- 
mony. 

S Borha you would like to cut off my head,” said the bride 
with flashing eyes. 

“Not at all, Milly—not at all. Your head becomes your 
shoulders admirably ; to cut it off would be to spoil a very com- 
plete piece of Nature’s workmanship.” 

“At least you don't disguise the fact that you are sorry fate has 
ordered that we should be married.” 

“Faith! that feeling is, I believe, mutual, zo far as I can observe. 
Though you took on the vows to ‘love, honour, and obey’ this 
morning, | can't say 
I have seen any in- 
clination to carry 
out these laudabl 
promises,” 

“1 presume these 
vows were also im- 
plied in the vows 
you undertook at 
church?” 

“A portion of 
them, my dear; only 
a portion of them. 
I believe it is uoder- 

that I should 
‘love and honour,’ 
but I have never 
heard that a man 
is asked to ‘obeys,’ 
though he  some- 
times has to do it.” 

“Yes, it is always 
© woman's duty to 
obey,” said fre. 
Morton with a sneer. 
“My presence here 
ix a testimony to my 
obedience, You will 
not have to plead 
ignorance in regard 
to my sentiments.” 

“No, 1 certainly 
cannot. And, of 
course, you will 
Driiiaal that my presence also is due to obedience, not from 
choice.” 

“Oh, yes; the situation is perfectly clear to both of us, We 
have married in obedience to the behests of an absurd will, which 
ordered us to marry or lose forty-five thousand pounds. Of course 
ema? was no object—it was all obedience that caused us to 

oit.” 


The Bridegroom, 


“The money will help to make the circumstances tolerab!e, at all 
events,” said the bridegroom imperturbably. 

“There can be no best,” said the woman bitterly. 

“Oh, yes, there can. There is enough to enable both of us to 
live our own lives, and that will prevent quarrelling,” and Mr, 
Morton philosophically resumed perusal of his Zé mea, 

The lady did not look pleased at the indifference displayed by 
the bridegrooom of an hour, The glitter in her eyes, and the lines 
which wrinkled her forehead as she frowned over the newspaper 
suggested strongly that if the two had been made one, it was not 


Much-married Celcbritics, 


yet definitely settled which was the one. Both haa siznificant sug- 
gestion of tirmness about the lines of their mouths to imply that 
the preliminary discussions to the settlement of the matter 
would be severe, 

(Ta be continued nert week, ) 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. BITTER. 


Sarcastic Waiter, Er—scuse me, sir, but hain't ,.., 
forgot suthin ? = 

Stingy Customer, Oh, ah, to be sure!—letter 5,,. 
wife gave me to post —quite slipped my mein, 
Thanks, awf ‘lly ; I'll shove it in the box atonce, = 


No, 367.—Mk. GEORGE SYKES, F.O.8, 


“WUHKN a boy, a more timid individual than the ex-amateur 
champion boxer, George Sykes, could not have been found. At 
schoul he was the favourite punching machine to all scholars, 
and received more kicks than kind words, At the age of twelve, 


whilst out birds’ nesting, he was disturbed by a youth (to his —haw— ittah and 
tht much his {untor) who attempt to climb fis tron, To Brey ondllares has been pestering her all the evening). Now,! think—haw—I'll have a glass of bitta a PR a gre 
400 wasn vender, could Hy 2 ‘med 'e 1 tahe 
awaiting a favourable opportunity, viz, when his disturber wasn't Barmaid (extremely bored, to other Barmaid), Send up a glass of bitter and a dogs’ biscuit, please, Clara. over my old filbert-cover for the price of half a pint :" 
loonie, he set —_ io i fine style, a. use of Bis nee 

we often than weapons ~<defence. 
tiziting for three hours and Afty-nine stoonda, his opponent STREET ACQUAINTANCES. No. 1—THE PEPPERMINT - SUCKER. 
threw ap the sponge, and George thus obtained his first victory. sss - =f _—_——— 
This was the commencement of his carecr as a pugilist, but ——— E 


not his last, and he eventually became the terror of his school. 
Chietly because he is a champion boxer our hero was create! 
F.O.5., aml the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
February 2nd, 1895."—Debrett Improved, 


Aegis OE! De 


| 
! 


AEN 


Fass 


“* cs, sir, that stove's ‘eatin’ power is tremendous.” “ Just so, 
warranted to consume double quautity, ch?" 


7 
. ) 


The kind old lady, whom we've all met in the omnibus, who always has a peppermint lozenge in her mouth “just to keep things 
straight.” Joy of her {ellow-passengers who don't indulge. 


PREVENTION IS BETTER THAN CURE GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. UNSATISFACTORY. 


= 

(apepatssecrN oe 

es eee WS a 
\ 


—— aT 8* 


She (just as he thought she was ready at last). I think I'll put 
on my other hat after all. 
He. Very well, my deag,do so. We were ig to the matinée, 
Mies if you're quick we may be in time for the evening per- 
Urunince, 


This girl knocked all Billy's 


Visitor, T should think your husbamwl is very generous, check out of Ifim by simply slap- First Unemployed. How yer feel now you've got a Pat! © 

Young Wife, He is, I gave him such a nice box of cigars on “You didn't know me, ch? Well, Pm not surprised, you see, ping his face when he proposed to mentary Commission sittin’ on yer, Bill? 
his birthday ; he only smoked one and gave all the rest to his I turn my collar up and look through the buttonholes, and take care of her for life, together Second Unemployed, 1 feel pretty much the same as I: 
friends. 80 I hope to escape the influenza.” with her £1000 a year, afore, Jack. 
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